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Keep Your Light Shining 


ITTLE Donald had been very naughty, so the story goes. His grand. 
| ie mother was visiting his home for the very first time, and of course 
Mother was very hopeful that he would be a good little boy. However, 
something happened and Donald had a tantrum. Mother sent him from 
the room. When he returned Grandmother gave him a happy, believing 
smile. Donald did not expect this as he knew Mother would be grieved 
because he had been naughty. But Grandmother was a very understanding 
person. She knew that the real Donald was strong enough to control his 
temper, and she believed that he would do it. When Donald caught her 
smile it seemed to him that her face was lighted as if there were a candle 
back of it. Grandmother explained that Mother had a light in her face 
too when she smiled, and that Donald had one also. “Do I really?’ 
Donald asked, letting his own radiant smile shine. Then Grandmother 
explained that God has given each of us a light and has made us the 
keeper of this light. 

For long ages men did not know that they had a light within them. 
selves that would light their world, so God sent His Son Jesus Christ 
to teach them how to let their light shine. Jesus’ big task was to teach 
us to love one another. He knew that the love light within us would light 
up our faces and bring happiness to all our world. 

The Christmas season is drawing near, and our thoughts are on the 
Christ child. As you select gifts for Mother and Dad, for Brother, Sister, 
and friends, keep the love light shining in your heart. It will shine in 
your eyes as you smile, and you too will have a light in your face; for you 
yourself are the keeper of your light. 

Hundreds of you have let your light shine for me. You have not 
known that I was near, but as I have passed you on the street, seen you 
in church, in the bus, in the theater, I have smiled and you have smiled 
back. I have seen the Christ light in your faces. 

Merry, merry Christmas. 
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We may not ride on camels 
And bring Him spice and gold; 
We may not hear the angels sing 
As shepherds did of old; 


But we can bring a present 
That to Him seems the best: 
Our heart’s true love and worship, 
More priceless than the rest. 
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Olive Rambo Cook 


HOEVER thought the day before 

Christmas could be like this?” Rita 
turned away from the window and flung herself 
down on the davenport. “I don’t know what else 
could happen. First came that old telegram from 
Uncle Henry saying that he and Aunt Helen can’t 
come because he’s taking a new job. Why would 
anyone pick Christmastime to change jobs?” 

Joe shrugged. “He took the job when he could 
get it, I guess.” 

“Then to top it all off—Mom and Dad leav- 
ing.” Two big tears spilled down Rita’s cheeks. 

“But they had to go. You wouldn’t want them 
to disappoint John when they promised to be 
with him any time he got a furlough,” Joe an- 
swered patiently. “They felt just as bad as we do, 
maybe worse.” 

“Couldn’t feel any worse.” Rita sobbed and 
burried her face in the pillows. 

For a long moment Joe stared moodily out of 
the window, his brown eyes troubled. He couldn’t 
remember in all his twelve years when the house 
had seemed so empty. He turned and looked at 
the shining Christmas tree with its colored lights 
and glittering tinsel. Packages were heaped be- 
neath it, and on the mantel tall candles were 
waiting to be lighted. He could almost feel again 
the warm, firm clasp of his father’s hand and 
hear his cheery voice saying: ‘Lot's of families 
are separated this Christmas. So buck up, you 
two, and make the best of it. We'll be back as 
soon as possible, and Mrs. Allen will come at 
night to stay with you.” 

Joe sat down by Rita and put his arm around 
her, trying to make his voice sound happy. “Let’s 
stop worrying and think of something good,” 
he said. “Maybe we can——” 

He stopped and listened. Someone was knock- 
ing at the back door. 

Joe opened it to find a friendly-looking boy 


Pictures by Dorothy Wagstaff 


about his own age. A shock of brown hair stuck 
out from underneath a red cap, and bright blue 
eyes looked into his. 

“My name's Milt Watson. Could I please have 
a bucket of hot water?” 

“Sure you can. I’m Joe Brooks.” 

“We're moving into the white house across 
the alley,” the stranger continued. “We've got 
a fire started in the furnace, but the gas man 
hasn’t come yet to hook up the stove. We won't 
have any electricity until tomorrow, and we have 
to warm the baby’s bottle.” 

“Tough luck, having to move at Christmas,” 
Joe smiled as he handed back the bucket. 

“Yes, ‘tis. But could be worse. Some folks 
can’t even find a house.” The boy thanked Joe and 


turned away whistling. 


For a moment, Joe stood watching, then he 
shut the door with a quick little push and ran 
into the living room, his eyes shining. 

“Want to do something?” He pulled Rita up 
from the davenport. “There’s a family moving 
into the big white house. The boy just got some 
hot water. Know what? They won't have time 
to fix a Christmas. Let’s make one for them. 
Want to?” 

“You mean a tree and everything?” Rita 
pushed back her yellow curls and stared at Joe. 

“I hada’ t’ thought that far. Maybe we could 


“Use our own tree. It’s small.” Rita finished 


the thought for Joe, and a smile spread across. 


her tear-stained face. “Do you suppose——” 
And suddenly the house wasn’t quiet any 

longer as they began to make plans and get ready 

for the evening. “And let’s make a Christmas 

for the Olenskis too. They never have a tree or 

anything. 

“Say, this Christmas idea gets bigger and big- 


‘ger. It’s rolling like a snowball!” 
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4 December 


Rita laughed merrily. “And there’s the new 
Andrews baby. Mr. Andrews told Mom yesterday 
that they were going to skip Christmas this year, 
the baby was so little. And the soldier who has 
a room at the Brown’s——’’ 

Joe held up his hand for the stop sign. ‘That's 
enough for one evening. We'll never get back 
home.” 

That afternoon Rita wrapped little packages 
and placed them carefully in a basket. Joe was 
busy in his shop, making a carrier for the Christ- 
mas tree. He also changed the Christmas-tree 
lights so they would work from a set of dry 
batteries, with a switch to turn them on and off. 

It was nearly seven o'clock when they had fin- 
ished their supper and were all ready to go to the 
Watsons’. “I never was so excited.” Rita giggled 
as they started. 

“If I had another ounce to carry, I'd never 


make it.” Joe panted down the steps. 

Milt Watson answered Joe’s knock. “Well, 
what on——’’ he began in amazement. 

“I’m Joe Brooks, where you got the hot water, 
and this is my sister Rita.” 

“We've come to bring you Christmas,” Rita 
said happily. 

“To bring—us—Christmas.” Milt stood in 
shocked silence for a second, then he swung the 
door wide, calling over his shoulder, “Say, Mom 
—Maryann—Dad. Come quick.” 

For a second Joe couldn’t believe that the 
Watsons had just moved in that afternoon. 
Candles shed a soft light over the big homelike 
room and it had a feeling of friendliness. Care- 
fully he and Rita put their Christmas tree and the 
baskets by a big window. Milt introduced his 
parents and a younger sister, Maryann, and said 
Janice, the baby, was asleep in the bedroom. 

Then the really big surprise happened. Joe 
stooped over one of the baskets and gave a 
quick little flip to the switch and the Christmas 
tree came alive with lovely colored lights and 


a shining star at the top. Its soft radiance gave 
out greetings of love and good wishes to every 
person in the room. 

There was a quick breath of admiration, and 
for a long, long moment the room was hushed. 
In the quietness Rita and Joe began singing a 
Christmas carol, their clear sweet voices filling 
the room with joy and beauty. Shyly at first Milt 
and Maryann joined in, and before it was fin- 
ished Mr. and Mrs. Watson were singing too! 
After the last faint note had ended, Rita went to 
the basket of gifts and gave each one a gaily 
wrapped package of fruitcake and nuts, and 
handed Mrs. Watson some stick candy for the 
baby. Then everyone began visiting, and it seemed 
as if they were old friends. 

“We really must go,” Joe said in a little while. 
“We want to take Christmas to several other 
places, and we'd like to have Milt and Maryann 
to go with us. It would be lots more fun, and we 
really need help. Help with the singing—and 
the carrying too.” 

“Oh-h, we'd love to, wouldn’t we Milt?” But 
Milt was already getting into his coat. 

When they were ready to leave, Mrs. Watson 
put her arms around Joe and Rita. “This has 
been wonderful. We are strangers in your town 
and you shared your Christmas with us. We won't 
ever, ever forget it.” Her eyes were shining like 
the lights on the tree. 

Milt carried the “power supply” as he called 
it, Maryann the basket of gifts, and Rita and 
Joe the tree. 

“This is the first Christmas tree I ever saw 
walking.” Milt laughed as the procession started 
down the snowy street. It was three blocks to 
the Andrews home. The front of the house was 
dark but there was a light in the back. They tip- 
toed softly as they put the tree on the porch. 
“Maybe the baby’s asleep.” Joe whispered. “We 
won't go in. I'll knock easy and we’ll stand out 
here and sing our carols.” 


i 
e 
December 5 


As the door opened Milt turned the switch and 
the Christmas tree magically blossomed again, 
shining into the bewildered face of Mr. An- 
drews. 

“Well, well——” His voice seemed to van- 
ish. 

“We came to bring Christmas to the new 
baby,” Rita explained, as she handed him a shin- 
ing white package. He took it slowly. 

“For the new—baby? His first gift. And the 
little fellow isn’t named yet.” He called softly 
to his wife. “Oh, Mary, friends come bearing 

ifts.” 
; A young woman came to the door, and when 
she saw the glowing tree and happy faces her 
voice was full of little tunes. ‘‘A gift for the 
baby! Oh, how sweet of you.” She touched the 
shining package with loving fingers. ‘Maybe 
you could give him a name too.” She looked 
around the group. “Would you like to do that?” 

“Give the baby a name?” Joe stammered. 
“Why, yes’”—he glanced at the other three—“I 
think so, I mean. Yes, we'll name him.” 

“Tl bring him to the window so you can see 
him.” 

Outside the four whispered together. 

When Mrs. Andrews came to the window she 
looked like a picture of the madonna. She held 
the baby close for the children to see. Blue eyes 
opened sleepily and closed again, and a tiny 
little hand moved uncertainly across the blanket. 
For a moment they looked in adoring silence, 
and then Rita tapped on the windowpane. “We 
have named him—David Noel,” she said clearly, 
“David Noel Andrews.” The other three nodded 
solemnly, and inside Mr. and Mrs. Andrews 
both nodded too and repeated after them, “David 
Noel Andrews.” It seemed like a benediction as 
the children began singing “Silent Night, Holy 
Night.” The music filled the quiet porch and 
drifted out upon the still night air. 

“Just think, Maryann, we named a baby!” Rita 
gave her new friend a squeeze. 

“That was just like church,” Milt said huskily 
as he turned the switch and they started down 
the street. “Now, where do we go from here?” 

“Around the corner to see Mr. and Mrs. 
Olenski. They never have much Christmas.” 

Joe knocked again. 

“And what iss diss?”” Mr. Olenski smiled at his 
company. His round bald head shining over his 
big glasses. 

“We came to bring you a merry Christmas.’ 


“A merry Christmas? Mudder, Mudder, the | 
carolers they have coom, like in the old country. 
Coom in, coom in.” He flung wide the door, so 
pleased and excited that he could hardly find a 
place for the tree and the four children. 

Just as Mrs. Olenski came in Milt turned on 
the lights. She stopped stone-still. “Shildren, and 
a tree that coom alive?’ She clasped her hands 
across her gathered apron and stood motionless 
while the beautiful song filled the bare little 
room with all the glory and wonder of Christmas. 

“It shoost undo me,” she said brokenly when 
they had finished. ‘“To tink you remembered us.” 
She wiped away her happy tears with a corner 
of her apron. 

“What? Anodder gift?” Mr. Olenski took 
the bright package tenderly. “Ach, the song. It 
was gift enough.” 

“Jon, what you tink?” Mrs. Olenski laughed 
shakily. ““Has a miracle coom to us?” 

“Yes, it iss dat. Only the spelling it iss differ- 2 
ent. A-m-e-r-i-c-a, Ameerica. Dat iss a miracle they 
bring to us. Dis fine country where shildren can 
sing their Christmas songs and not be afraid—not 
afraid.” He wiped his eyes with the back of his 
hand and then smiled crookedly as he reached 
for a corner of his wife’s apron. “You see shil- 
dren. I iss undone too.” 

“He isn’t the only one who is undone,” Mili 
said as he blew his nose and the procession started 
out again. “Now, where? I never had such aim 
good time in my life.” 
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“To see the soldier. And he’s the last one.” 


‘| Rita sighed. 


But there was no light in the soldier's room, 
and the whole house was wrapped in shadows. 
Only a hollow empty sound answered Joe's 
knock on the front door. 

“And he needed a Christmas the very worst 
of all,” Joe said regretfully. “He doesn’t have 
any folks—and he’s been to war. We wanted 
him to know that somebody cared.” 

They turned slowly away. The tree a little 


fp heavy now and the battery basket sagging under 


its load. Very quietly they started down the walk. 
But someone was coming, and they stopped as a 
man came up to them. 

“Why, you’re the soldier,” Rita’s voice rang 
happily. “We almost missed you.” 

“We came to bring you Christmas,” Joe 
greeted him and held out his hand. The soldier 
took it wearily. “And peace on earth too, I sup- 


pose,” he added in a tired voice. “What kind of a 
delegation is this anyway ?” 


“A neighborhood delegation,” Milt laughed 
as he turned on the switch and the tree glowed 


with all the radiance of a beautiful rainbow. 

“Well, I'll 

The soldier's mouth dropped open. Then across 
the snow and into the starry sky floated the 
children’s voices telling the age-old Christmas 
story. Reverently the tired soldier removed his 
cap. Rita moved over and slipped her hand in 
his, and he straightened his shoulders and began 
to sing. As he sang his voice lost its weariness and 
heartache, echoing across the yard and down 
the street like the ringing of Christmas bells. 

“Oh, that was swell! Let’s sing another,” they 
all begged. 

“O.K.,” the soldier grinned at them. “Say, why 
don’t we go across the street and serenade the 
old fellow who lives there alone. I saw him today, 
and he looked as if he needed a Christmas too.” 

“Mr. Greenlea?’’ Joe’s voice went up in amaze- 
ment. “Why he’s got everything. He’s the richest 
man in town. “He’s got . 

“Yes?” the soldier cut in. “He may have a 
truck load of money and servants and a house as 
big as the city hall, but he didn’t look very happy 
this evening when he came home. Come on.” He 
picked up the Christmas tree all by himself 
and started in long strides across the street. 
Everyone had to run to keep up. He walked 
right up on the big front porch and rang 
the bell. 

A servant opened the door and looked 
at the little group as if he couldn’t believe 
his eyes. The soldier nudged Rita and she 
heard herself saying, “We came to—to 
bring—Mr. Greenlea Christmas.” 

“But Mr. Greenlea—has Christmas,” 
the man said stiffly. 

“Not this kind,” the soldier chuckled. 
“This you can’t buy. Show us the way, 
please. Where is he?” The servant opened 
the door and pointed down the hall. 


The thick soft carpet stilled their foot- 
steps and they stood for a moment just in- 
side the lovely quiet room, looking at Mr. 
Greenlea, almost afraid to disturb his 
dreaming by the fire. 


At a motion from the soldier Milt 
turned the switch and the Christmas tree 
flung its brave light into every corner of 
the room, painting the priceless treasures 
with a beauty they had never known be- 
fore. 

“We came to bring you Christmas,” 
Rita said in a (Continued on page 23) 
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Santa's Dour Hospitac 


Characters 
Brownies, any number (These are Santa’s helpers) 
The Christmas Fairy 
Little Girl 
Princess Annabelle, the most beautiful doll in the 
world 
Doll spirits, any number 
Scene 
Santa’s Doll Hospital 
Time 
The day before Christmas 
Costumes 
Brownies wear brown suits and pointed caps. 
Christmas Fairy wears white and carries a wand. 
She wears a wreath of holly berries on her head. 
Little Girl wears coat and hat. The Doll Spirits 
wear party dresses in pink, blue, yellow, and 
other colors. The dresses may be either long or 
short, and the Spirits may wear pretty little bon- 
nets or flowers or ribbons im their hair. Princess 
Annabelle wears a floor-length dress of silver and 
gold with a sparkling crown on her head. 


8 December 


A One Act Play by Myrtle Vorst Sheppard 


Properties 

A large sign at the back of the stage reads: 
Santa's Doll Hospital. A smaller sign above exit 
to the right reads: Storeroom. A workbench with 
tools and dolls in various stages of repair stands 
at the back of the stage. There may be three or 
four stools or chairs to the right and left of the 
bench. A small table stands near the center of the 
stage. On it are stacks of letters. Some letters 
have fallen to the floor. 

When the curtain rises all the Brownies except 
one are discovered on the stage. Some are at the 
workbench repairing dolls; others are around the 
table reading and sorting letters. 


1st Brownie (throwing up his hands )—Let- 
ters, letters! 

2d Brownie (picking up some from the floor) 
Everywhere! 

3d Brownie (entering with a bag filled with 
letters, which he empties on table)—And more 
coming in! 

4th Brownie—I can repeat them in my sleep 
“Dear Santa, last week my prettiest dolly fell and 
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broke her arm. Will you please make her a new 
arm for Christmas?” 

5th Brownie—Or: 
a new wig.” 

6th Brownie—Or: “My dog Towser tore a 
hole in my favorite doll and all of her stuffing 
came out.” 

7th Brownie—Or: “My baby doll needs a new 
leg.” 

8th Brownie (with his hands to his head )— 
Arms, legs, wigs, stuffings!—will the letters never 
stop coming in? 

9th Brownie—It's these last-minute orders that 
make a wreck of me. 

10th Brownie—Especially this year, with ma- 
terials so scarce. 

1st Brownie (holding up a stack of letters he 
There are orders here for fifteen legs and twenty 
arms. 

2d Brownie—And here is a letter from a crip- 
pled child asking if her dolly may have a new 
golden wig. 

3d Brownie—A wig, of all things! 

4th Brownie—When we haven't a curl in the 
house! 

5th Brownie—If only we could get in a new 
shipment of materials this afternoon. 

_ 6th Brownie—But that is impossible! 

7th Brownie—Right you are. It is only a few 
hours until Santa begins his rounds. 

8th Brownie—We must make the best of what 
we have on hand. Come, let’s go into our store- 
room and check over what we have left. 

9th Brownie—It’s very little, I can tell you 
that. And not a sign of a golden curl. 

10th Brownie—What a pity! It seems such a 
shame to disappoint the crippled child. 

1st Brownie—Shame indeed! It breaks my 
heart. 

All—And mine! And mine! (They wipe tears 
from their eyes.) 

2d Brownie—Perhaps in some far corner of 
the storeroom we'll find a curl or two. 

3d Brownie—Come, brothers, let’s make a 
thorough search. (A// exit into storeroom except 
two, who stay to work with the letters.) 

4th Brownie—W/e'll stay here and check over 
the letters that just came in. (He and his com- 
panion open letters, read silently, and make 
notes.) 

5th Brownie (looking up from a letter in sur- 
prise What's this? A little girl wants her lost 
doll returned. 


“My Peggy Elizabeth needs 


4th Brownie—But that’s not in our depart- 
ment. 

5th Brownie—No, we'll have to forward it to 
Santa’s Lost and Found Office. 

4th Brownie—Lost and Found? By Jove! That 
gives me an idea! (He claps his hands together 
and runs to the storeroom door, calling.) . 
Brothers, brothers! Come quickly! 

The other Brownies hurry in from the right. 

6th Brownie—What is it? What’s happened? 

4th Brownie—I've had an idea. Perhaps we 
can make a wig for the crippled child’s doll after 
all. 

7th Brownie—You mean we won't have to dis- 
appoint her? 

4th Brownie—Perhaps not. 

8th Brownie—How wonderful! Let’s have 
your idea. 

4th Brownie—Well, you remember the Un- 
claimed Princess, don’t you? 

All—Of course, of course! 

9th Brownie—She was found over a year ago 
near the edge of the highway. 

10th Brownie—And she has never been 
claimed. She has been living with the Christmas 
Fairy. 

1st Brownie—And the Christmas Fairy says 
she is the most beautiful, most loving, most gen- 
erous doll in all the world. 

2d Brownie—Princess Annabelle she is called, 
I believe. 

3d Brownie—Yes, Princess Annabelle, and her 
eyes are as blue as the sky. 

4th Brownie—And her hair is like gold. Now 
this is my idea: (He draws the others about 
him and whispers a few words to them. They nod 
in great excitement.) 

5th Brownie—Do you suppose she would do 
it? 

4th Brownie—The Christmas Fairy says she is 
the most generous, most loving doll in all the 
world, doesn’t she? 

6th Brownie—Yes, but I wonder? 

7th Brownie—W ell, it won't hurt to ask. 

8th Brownie (turning to 1st Brownie )—You 
run to the house of the Christmas Fairy and see 
what kind of a bargain you can make with Prin- 
cess Annabelle. 

9th Brownie—You are such a handsome fel- 
low, you should be able to persuade her to help 
us out, if anyone can. 

1st Brownie—I will try! (He exits to left.) 

All—Good-by, and good luck! 
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10th Brownie—Come, now, let’s get to work. 
Perhaps we can finish these last orders before he 
returns. (They busy themselves repairing dolls, 
tidying up the room, and the like. They whistle as 
they work.) 

2d Brownie—Do you suppose the Christmas 
Fairy will approve of our plan? 

3rd Brownie—Of course! The Christmas Fairy 
approves of anything that is done in the Christ- 
mas spirit. 

4th Brownie—The big question is, will Prin- 
cess Annabelle approve? 

5th Brownie—Listen, I hear someone outside 
the door. 

6th Brownie (looking to the left) It is our 
Brownie brother returning. 

Enter 1st Brownie. All crowd to greet him. 

7th Brownie—Tell us, what luck did you 
have? 

All—Yes, yes, tell us everything, quickly, tell 
us quickly! 

1st Brownie (drawing a yel- 
low wig from beneath his jack- 
et)—She gave me every curl 
on her head! 

4th Brownie—Every curl on 
her head! But we asked for only 
six. 

1st Brownie—I know, but she 
insisted that she wanted the 
crippled child’s doll to have the 
most beautiful wig in the world. 

8th Brownie—What a heart 
of gold she must have! 

9th Brownie—She’s a true princess if there 
ever was one! 

1st Brownie—And that’s not all. After I 
had told her how short we are on materials of all 
kind, she insisted that I bring this, and this, and 
this! (He holds up an arm, a leg, and a gold- 
and-silver doll dress.) 

All—How kind, how generous of her! 

1st Brownie—And all she asked in return was 
that I take her to*the spot near the highway 
where she was found a year ago. She said she 
has a feeling that her little mistress is coming 
this way today. 

10th Brownie—Great heavens! The child 
would never recognize her in the shape she’s in. 

2d Brownie—Not with an arm and a leg off 
and her beautiful curls and her sparkly dress 
gone. 

1st Brownie (sadly) 1 hate to think of her dis- 
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appointment if she is not found. She is so anx- 
ious to be with her little mistress for Christmas. 

3d Brownie—Listen, what's that? I thought I 
heard someone running up our pathway. 

1st Brownie (looking off left with others 
peering over his shoulder )—Why, it’s a child 
with a broken doll! Oh, goodness me, it’s some- 
one with Princess Annabelle! 

2d Brownie—With what's left of her, you 
mean. 

3d Brownie—She’s coming in. Perhaps she 
wants us to fix her. 

Enter Little Girl from left hugging a broken 
doll. 

Little Girl (out of breath but glowing with 
happiness )—I saw your house, and J had to run 
in and tell you. I found my doll at last, my beau- 
tiful, beautiful Princess Annabelle! See! (She 
shows them the doll. ) Isn’t she the loveliest doll 
in the world? Oh, I’m so happy! (She kisses the 
doll.) Now I must hurry home 
and tell my mother. Good-by! 
Merry Christmas! (She exits to 
left quickly.) 

4th Brownie—Well, of all 
things! 

5th Brownie—She didn’t 
even miss the arm and the leg. 

6th Brownie—Or the golden 
curls. 

7th Brownie—Or the lovely 
dress. 

Enter the Christmas Fairy as 
if by magic from left. 

Christmas Fairy—No, my friends. And Prin- 
cess Annabelle did not miss them either. Their 


hearts are so filled with love for one another that . 


nothing else matters. (She looks at the dolls on 
the work bench.) 1 see there are still some last- 
minute orders to be filled. 

8th Brownie—Yes, we must work quickly, for 
in just a few hours Santa will be here to collect 
them. Come, brothers! (He turns toward the 
workbench and the others follow. ) 

9th Brownie—Here is a doll in need of the 
leg Princess Annabelle donated. 

10th Brownie—And this one needs an arm. 

1st Brownie—The dress the Princess sent is a 
perfect fit for this little number. 

2d Brownie—And the golden wig is most t be. 
coming to the crippled child’s doll. (He holds 
up the doll.) 


All—It is indeed, (Continued on page 30) 
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are Enough 


By Gardner Hunting ~ 
Part Two 


EXT morning Phil was 
up at daylight. He 
would practice throwing the dart again. He 
would stop throwing so hard; he would take time 
to think. After breakfast he went to the garage. 
He looked at the bull’s-eye and said to himself, 
“If she can hit it, I can too.” He tried and tried. 
And all at once he hit! He did not hit the bull’s- 
eye, but his dart landed in the inner ring, and a 
sudden flood of joy went over him. “I can!” he 
exclaimed. 

Then success began to come to him. He began 
to feel that he could succeed, and all at once he 
began to make bull’s-eyes. One day he put four 
out of six darts into the bull’s-eye, and the other 
two into the inner ring! He told Miss Hoyle. 

“Fine!” she said. 

Phil began to think about other things he did. 
He became much better at badminton; he was 
twice as good on roller skates; and one day he 
stood still on his bicycle. But best of all he found 
that he could think out the best way of doing 
things. And when he practiced he could always 
do the things he believed he could do. 

One Saturday Daddy had to go up in the desert 
to look at an old mine. The gold had given out, 
but the owner thought there might be more there. 
Daddy took Phil and Tauty along, and the owner 
of the mine, Mr. Andrews, had his own little boy 
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in the car. The boy’s name 
was Carl, but his father 
called him “Shiner” because he had such bright 
eyes and looked so smart. He was just a little 
fellow, and he imitated everything he saw his 
father do. 

They drove two hundred miles up into the 
desert and found the mine, which was just-a big 
deep hole in the side of a rocky hill, on a ranch 
quite far from the highway. Daddy and Mr. 
Andrews had to go down in the mine two or 
three hundred feet, and off into a gallery that 
came out on the other side of the hill. Of course 
the boys stayed on top. 

There was plenty to do. They could chase the 
little lizards called “swifts,” crack up pieces of 
ore and look for tiny gold specks in it, look for 
fish in the stream way down in the rocks, or play 
they were miners in a tunnel that was open. 

Tauty did stunts. He walked on his hands, he 
climbed up the rocks where Phil would rather 
not go, he played with the rope that ran through 
a pulley on timbers over the mouth of the shaft, 
he scraped up sand and tried to “‘pan” it—that is, 
rinse it around with water in an old can lid to 
see if he could find “color.” But he did not find 
any gold. 

Everything that Tauty did, little Shiner tried 
to do too. He was cute and funny, Shiner was; but 
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Phil was worried that he'd try to do something he 
shouldn’t and get hurt. 


Of course they listened every now and then 
at the wide mouth of the shaft to see if they 
could hear the men talking way down in the 
ground. They did hear them for quite a long 
time. Then the voices faded away as the men 
went deeper down, and finally the boys could 
not hear them at all. It was scary then, Phil 
thought. He knew the men were down there, 
but the shaft was as still as night. 


Phil could see the first ladder that went down 
to the first rock landing in the shaft. Then a short 
distance away he could see another hole and an- 
other ladder going down into the darkness. On 
their hats Daddy and Mr. Andrews had carried 
miners’ lamps, which had twinkled on the way 
down, and finally faded out of sight, like their 
voices. Phil was glad he did not have to go down 
there. After a while he began to wish that Daddy 
would come back. But, he thought, Daddy knows 
how to do this; he’s practiced doing it before. 

Tauty tipped over the small ore-sample bucket 
that stood at one side of the shaft. It was fas- 
tened to the upper end of the rope, which ran 
over the pulley and down the shaft, but it had 
not been used much lately. It had caught a little 
water in it during one of the rare desert rains. 

The boys were getting a little tired and bored. 
Phil wondered if the men would get to talking 
and perhaps forget them for hours. Tauty said 
something might happen; rocks might fall and 
shut them down in the mine. But Phil would not 
listen to that. Then suddenly Tauty said, “Sh! 
Look!” and pointed up the rocks. There, way 
up at the top, were two mountain sheep! 

Phil had heard it was 


up the rocks he had thought he could not climb. 
It was two or three minutes before he remem- 
bered that little Shiner should never try to make 
such a climb. 


He stopped and looked around. He couldn’t 
see Shiner. Probably he was down behind a tall 
rock near the shaft. Phil thought fast. Shiner 
knew enough of course to stay away from the 
shaft. Of course! Yet it certainly was not the 
thing to do—go off and leave the little boy alone. 
Phil hesitated. He wanted to see those rare sheep. 
They were still there, up on the peak, outlined 
against the sky. But Shiner must not be left 
alone. So Phil turned back and climbed down 
again. It was hard work because he could not 
find just the way he had come up. 

However he got.down to the shoulder of the 
hill, where the shaft was. Then all at once he 
was terribly frightened. Shiner wasn’t there! 
He was nowhere in sight! Phil shouted, but there 
was no answer. Terrifying ideas rushed into his 
mind. He ran to the edge of the shaft and looked 
down. 


He could not see anything. He had been look- 
ing at the sheep against the bright desert sky, and 
he couldn’t see down into the dark. 

“Shiner!” he shouted. 

A wail came up to him. “I—I can’t get back!” 

Phil dropped to his knees, clung to an upright 
timber, and peered down into the rocky shaft. 

“Where are you?” he cried. He could see more 
of the ladder now, but not all of it. How in the 
world had Shiner got down there? Had he fallen? 

“Shiner! What are you doing?” he shouted. 

“I—I climbed down! Like Daddy!” Shiner an- 
swered. “The ladder broke!” 

Phil saw it all in a 


a rare thing to see 


flash now. Little Shiner 


mountain sheep, and a 
far rarer thing to get 
anywhere near them. 


"Daddy had seen them 


up in the Panamints, 
near Death Valley. But 
Tauty was eager to 
chase these shee 
stalk them, he called it, 
which meant creeping 
up on them for a nearer 
view. And away he 
went. 

Phil was excited too. 


| He started after Tauty, 


What the Story Has Told 


Tauty and Phil are schoolmates. Tauty is thirteen; 
Phil is nine. Tauty can walk a rope, play a good 
e of tennis, fly a kite, stand on his toll hang 
y his knees from a trapeze bar, let go and land on 
his feet. Tauty can do anything, so Phil thinks. Phil 
does better work in the schoolroom and gets better 
grades, but he feels discouraged because he cannot 
do the things that Tauty does. 

One day he talked to Miss Hoyle about it. Miss 
Hoyle said, “If we really want very much to do 
something and if we practice doing it, we can do it. 
Of course we can’t do anything if we think we can’t.” 
Then she gave Phil a dart game and asked him to 
practice. Later she asked him, “How are you coming 
with the darts, Phil?” When he said, “Not so good,” 
she asked, “Practice any thinking, Phil?” 


had tried to imitate his 
father and had climbed 
down. 

Phil began to be able 
to see. He saw Shiner 
way down at the bot- 
tom of the ladder, his 
little white face turned 
up, beginning to cry. “I 
can’t get back! The lad- 
der broke!” he whim- 


pered. 
What could have 
happened? Shiner 


wasn’t hurt much—yet! 
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Thank Thee, God, for a rest- 
ful night 

And for the sun and morning 
light. 

Guide my footsteps at work 
and play 

Help me be kind the livelong 
day. 


But he was down on that shelf 
of rock at the bottom of the 
first ladder, hanging onto it, 
but staring at the black hole not 
five feet away from him, that 
went on down into the mine. 
What would he do? Would he 
try to climb on down, looking 
for his daddy? Boy, he mustn’t 
do that! 

“Shiner!” Phil cried. “Stay 
where you are! Hang onto the 
ladder! I'll come!” 

Phil stood up, “Tauty!” he 
yelled. Then he saw Tauty up 
on the rocks. He hadn’t gone 
very far; evidently the climb 
was too hard. 

“Tauty!” he called again. 
“Shiner’s down in the shaft! 
I'm going after him! Come 
quick!” 

Phil did not want to climb 
down that ladder. Shiner had 
said it was broken. But Shiner 
was down there, so he had to 
go. He had to get to Shiner and 
hold him till—till—— He 
couldn’t think beyond that. 

He looked up at Tauty, who 
had taken alarm at his cry. 
Tauty was coming. Phil turned 
and started down the ladder. 
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Cold shivers went over him. 
How had little Shiner ever 
made it! Phil remembered how 
Daddy and Mr. Andrews had 
climbed down, holding onto the 


- uprights of the ladder and step- 


ping next to the ends of the 
rungs. Maybe one of the rungs 
had cracked under their weight, 
and had broken when Shiner 
stepped on the center of it. He 
must be careful, but he had to 
go. 
Phil did not know just how 
he had made it himself. Once 
he looked down and saw Shiner 
moving away from the ladder 
and looking at that black hole 
beyond. He shouted another 
warning and nearly fell as he 
hurriedly clambered down. 
Then he had little Shiner fast in 
his arms. No wonder the little 
boy could not climb up, the rung 
next to the bottom was broken. 

Phil looked up and saw 
Tauty staring down. How were 
they to get Shiner out ? He stood 
still and tried to think. Then he 
saw the rope hanging down the 
shaft. The other end was over 
the pulley and fastened to the 
ore bucket. Maybe they could 
use that. 

Tauty was yelling, but Phil 
just stood still. That was the 
way to think—just wait and let 
ideas come. Maybe they could 
haul Shiner up with the rope. 

Phil had been practicing 
thinking. People had to think 
things through! He knew that 
he and Tauty would not be 
strong enough to pull Shiner all 
the way up that shaft. If they 
got him part way, maybe they 
couldn’t finish the task. Or 
Shiner, with the rope tied 
around him, might swing 
against the rocks. How could 
they do it? 


Phil remembered Miss Hoyle. 


“If you care enough and think 


you can, you can!” she had said. 
All at once he remembered the 
scales and the weight and the 
shot. 

He stooped down quickly and 
made a loop in the rope, fasten- 
ing it under Shiner’s arms. Then 
he shouted again to Tauty. 

“Tauty! Stop yelling and lis. 
ten,” he called. “I’ve got the 
rope around Shiner.” 

“Til pull him up!” inter- 
rupted Tauty. 

“You can’t. It’s too far. Lis- 
ten! Shove the ore bucket over 
the edge, and then put stones in 

Tauty got the idea. 

Phil was thinking on. The 
weight of the bucket might 
jerk the rope and hurt Shiner. So 
Phil looped the rope around his 
own foot and stood on it, hold- 
ing onto it with his hands. He 
heard the bucket scrape on the 
rocks. Sand and gravel came 
sifting down, but no stones. 
Then the jerk came. 

But it wasn’t bad at all. The 
rope just tightened and the rusty 
pulley squeaked. But the bucket, 
held by Phil’s weight, hung at 
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Evening Prayer 
By Rae Cross 


I thank Thee, God, for afi. 


happy day 

For love and friends and food 
and play. 

Asleep or awake, I know 
You’re near— 

I have no want, I know no 
fear. 
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Outdoors 


Christmas 


When I wake on Christmas morning 
With the winter sun 
Like a Christmas gift in tissue 
Lies the village wrapped in snow. 
But at length the doors fly open, 
Boys and girls come tumbli 
Each with carol, merry greeting, 
 Raughing taunt, or joyous shout. 
_ They-build rows of chubby snowmen 
‘Till atMength~you hardly know 
. Which of them aré’snowy children, 
“ Which are children built of snow! \ 
“They have mittens warm and 
They have sleds all painted new; 
So they play out in the open 
Happily the bright day through, — 
Till at last the shadows lengthen, 
And their wee the white stars keep. 


Like a present still unopened 
Lies the village, wrapped.in sleep. 


By Fern Bartlett 


low, 


out, 


sthe top of the shaft. The next 
minute Tauty was throwing in 
handfuls of little stones. 
“Careful!” shouted Phil. 
“Don’t drop stones on us!” 
Tauty was very careful. It 
was rather a long, slow job, but 
as the bucket gained weight, 


10WH Phil loosened the rope from his 


foot and let it slide up through 


noHhis hands till it tugged at 


Shiner. A few more stones, and 


slowly it began to lift Shiner off 
his feet. 

Shiner laughed. The rope did 
not hurt him. He reached out a 
foot to the first solid rung of 
the ladder. The bucket pulled 
him up on it as easy as could be. 

“That’s enough!” Phil shout- 
ed, and Tauty stopped putting 
stones into the bucket. 

“All right, Shiner,” Phil said. 
“Now we'll climb!” 


Phil had hard work getting 
up over the broken rung. But 
after that, pulling Shiner up to 
him was easy. He had forgotten 
all about being afraid. 

So they climbed, Phil up a 
rung, then pulling Shiner up to 
him. The bucket came down 
and down. But it was in the 
middle of the shaft and they 
were at one side, so it passed 

(Please turn to page 24) 
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By Bula Hahn 
Illustrated by Herbert Rudeen 


T FIRST King Saul loved David very dearly, 
but when he saw how popular David was 
becoming with his subjects he became jealous of 
him. The people loved David for his goodness 
and bravery, and Saul feared they would de- 
throne him and make David their king. Even 
Jonathan, the king’s own son, loved David as a 
brother. When David saw that he could no longer 
live in peace in Saul’s kingdom he decided that 
he must go away. David told Jonathan that he 
must go. Jonathan said, “I will love you always, 
David, and will be your friend.” 
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When David left the king’s palace he did not 
know where to go, for nowhere in all Saul’s 
kingdom would he be safe. He hid in a cave for 
a time. A few of his friends discovered where he 
was hiding, and they told others. Soon from all 
parts of the country men who were dissatisfied 
with Saul’s rule, came to join David’s little band 
of followers. Sometimes they hid in caves, some- 
times in the wilderness, any place to escape the 
hatred of Saul. 

Saul searched the country trying to find David 
and kill him. One night he stopped with his 
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soldiers near a cave. Saul went inside to rest and 
sleep. Now it happened that this was the very 
cave in which David and his followers were 
hiding. But they stayed far back in the cave, and 
Saul did not know that they were there. 

The men whispered to David. “Now is the 
time for you to slay this enemv who seeks to take 
your life.” 

But David would not harm Saul. neither would 
he let his men harm the man who was their king. 
Instead David went up to Saul where he slept and 
with his sword cut off a piece of the king’s robe, 
to prove that he had been near him. 

When Saul awoke from his sleep, he went out- 
side and joined his soldiers. David followed at 
a distance and called to him, “My king!” 

Saul knew the voice and quickly turned around. 
There was David bowing himself to the ground. 
He said, “Why do you listen, my king, to those 
who tell you that I would do you wrong? Behold, 
this day the Lord delivered you into my hands. I 
stood near you while you slept and could have 
killed you.” David held up the piece he had cut 
from the king’s robe to prove his statement. 

When Saul heard these words he wept. ‘You 
are a better man than I am,” he said. ““You have 
done good unto me, while I have done evil unto 
you. I know that the Lord will reward you. He 
will make you king over Israel. I will no longer 
seek to harm you. So promise me, David, that 
when you are king you will not destroy my fam- 
ily.” 

David promised, and Saul took his soldiers 
back to the palace. But David changed his hiding 
place and kept out of sight, for he felt in his 
heart that Saul could not yet be trusted. 

Before very long Saul was again seeking Da- 
vid’s life. Saul did not want David to be king 
even though in his own heart he knew it was the 
Lord’s will. 

Saul went into the wilderness with a large army 
of men to hunt David. 
They stopped on a 
plain, and from his hid- 
ing place on the moun- 
tainside David looked 
down on them. When 
it was night David with 
one of his trusted men 
went to Saul’s camp. 
The guards were asleep. 
So David walked over 
to the place where Saul 


By Annie Laurie Von Tungeln 


On this a blessed Christmas morn, 

The day the gracious Christ was born, 
In earnest praise our hearts we lift 

To thank Thee, God, for Thy great gift. 


was sleeping, his spear sticking into the ground 
at his head with a bottle of water tied to it. 

“Again the Lord has given your enemy into 
your hands. Since you will not kill him, let me do 
it for you,” David’s companion said to him. 

But David stayed the man’s hand: “Let the 
king fall in battle,” he said, ‘‘or let him die as the 
Lord wills. He shall not die by my hand.” David | 
then took the spear and the water bottle, and the 
two men left the camp. 

When it was morning, David called from a 
distance to Saul’s men, “Why did you not keep 
watch over the king?” 

Saul knew the voice and asked, ‘‘Is that you, 
David?” 

“Yes, my king,” David answered, “and again 
this day the Lord delivered you into my hands. 
I could have killed you while your guards slept. 
But I will do you no harm; so why do you pursue 
me?” To prove what he had said David told 
him: ‘Send one of your men to me and I will 
give him your spear and water bottle. As I have 
spared your life this day, may the Lord spare 
mine.” 

Again Saul said, “I have done wrong. Come 
back, David, I will not harm you.” 

But David knew that Saul still could not be 
trusted. With his men he went into hiding again. 


David and his followers went down to the 
plains near the Great Sea, while Saul continued 
his many wars with the enemies of Israel. No 
sooner was one battle over than another was be- 
gun, and since the Lord was no longer with 
Saul his army became weaker and weaker. Then 
one day in a battle with the Philistines on Mount 
Gilboa, Saul and his three sons were killed. One 
of the sons was the good and noble Jonathan. 

Three days after the battle a young man 
brought the news of Saul’s death to David. The 
Lord told David to take his men and go to 
Hebron in Judah. When he had reached that 
place, the men of Ju- 
dah met together and 
made David their king. 

For seven years Da- 
vid ruled over the tribes 
of Judah. Then the rul- 
ers and elders of all the 
twelve tribes of Israel 
came to Hebron and 
said to David, “We are 
all brothers; and the 
(Continued on page 28) 
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What Martha 


ane Lee 


A Read-Aloud Story 


the night before Christmas, and 
Martha Jane Lee went to take one more 
look at her bright Christmas tree. She had 
trimmed it herself. It had been so much fun. She 
had hung sparkling balls here and there, one 
by one—a long string of popcorn, a bright paper 
chain, and ten star-shaped cookies that spelled 
M-A-R-T-H-A J-A-N-E. 

At the top was an angel all silvery and white, 
reflecting the red, green, and blue of each light. 
Martha Jane smiled and got down on her knees 
to give each new package a shake or a squeeze, 
trying to guess what each present might be— 
happy, inquisitive, Martha Jane Lee! (Of course 
if one present should “jiggle” untied, she couldn’t 
be blamed for just one peep inside. 

There was one gift she wanted above all the 
rest, something she’d dreamed of but never ex- 
pressed—something alive—a pet all her own! 
Sometimes she grew tired of playing alone. She 
had written to Santa, she’d been extra good, but 
now that they’d moved to a new neighborhood, 
maybe he wouldn’t know just where to bring her 
toys—but, yes, Santa Claus knew everything! 

She fixed him a sandwich, some milk and some 
cake, as she did every Christmas, and still wide 
awake, she placed them in front of the fire on a 
tray, where she knew they'd be sure to be found 
right away. Then she told her mother and daddy 
good night, said a prayer at her bedside, and 
turned out the light. “I'll listen for Santa,” she 
thought. “I won't peep. I'll just listen—just 
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WAC STAY 
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listen”—and while she was listening she fell 
fast asleep. 

"Twas the night before Christmas behind an 
old shed, where a lonely wee kitten jumped out 
of his bed. He was hungry and cold and his soft 
gtay-blue fur seemed to shiver and quiver with 
each little purr. How he'd like to curl up in a 
little girl’s lap, all cuddly and purry, and take 
a nice nap! 

He was weary of following hurrying feet as 
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By Georgia Tucker Smith 


they rushed here and there on the wet slippery 
street. But food he must have; so he bounced 
through the snow, cold, hungry, lonely, with no 
place to go. He would sink into snowdrifts, be 
buried from sight, but on he kept going till late 
in the night. 

Then he came to a doorway!—a dry sheltered 
place, shook the snow from his fur, licked his 
| paws, washed his face, and had just settled down 

and was going to sleep when ker-plunk! from 


Finds under Her Tree 


the roof fell some snow in a heap! Up kitty 
sprang, hit the door with a bump, and his heart 
turned a somersault—thumpity-thump. And 
someone upstairs heard the noise and came 
down, and opening the door with a puzzled- 
like frown, he stuck out his head looking this 
way and that, and kitty rushed in much quicker 
than scat. 

“There’s nothing in sight,” the man said with 
a yawn; “but it looks as if Santa has been here 
and gone—there isn’t much food left—and look 
at the toys! I wonder just what could have made 
all that noise?” 

He went back upstairs and when kitty peeked 
out from behind a large footstool, and looked 
all about, the room was aglow from the lights on 
the tree, and he just stood and looked—there was 
so much to see: A doll in a highchair, a table, a 
sled, two books, and a sweater—a little doll bed! 

And then he smelled something and grew wide 
awake—two brown crusts of bread on a tray, and 
some cake! He ate every bite, every crumb to 
be seen, never raising his eyes till he’d licked 
the tray clean. Then seeing the doll bed, he 
stretched out with ease and went fast asleep 
just as nice as you please. 

“It’s morning! It’s Christmas Day!” Martha 
Jane cried. As she threw off the covers her eyes 
open wide, She rushed down the stairs, several 
steps at a bound, and her eyes just couldn’t be- 
lieve what she found! A doll in a highchair, a 
table, a sled; two (Turn to inside back cover) 
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SPARTANS 


David and the Prize 


Pictures by Florence McCurdy 


By Lawrent Lee 


OU'RE next, 
Brewer!” 

The whisper came from Chink, who was shar- 
ing David's seat with him during the program. 

David nodded gravely, but his eyes clung to 
the Christmas tree that stood on the platform be- 
side the teacher’s desk. At the top hung the 
catcher’s mit and mask that were to go to the 
pupil in David’s room who gave the friends and 
parents gathered there the best thought for the 
holiday season, 

“It’s between you and Charlie! And does old 
Charlie look mad!” Chink persisted under cover 
of the applause for Kegs, who had just finished 
playing “Holy Night.” 

“Charlie has a good stunt,” David answered 
softly. “But I'd sure like to have that prize!” 

“Anyone would,” said Chink. “If we'd thrown 
Charlie into a snowdrift and left him there, we’d 
surely had that outfit to use on the Spartan’s 
baseball team next summer, wouldn’t we?” 

David smiled. He understood that Chink was 
joking. 

The outer door opened, and another parent 
arrived, brushing snow from his clothing but 
trying to make as little disturbance as possible. 
That was the way it had been all afternoon, 
visitors coming in, bringing with them the crisp 
outdoors and the feeling of Christmas and the 
jolliest holidays of the year. . 


David! After 
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David wondered if he would be able 
to stand before them all and tell them 
how he felt about Christmas this year. 
To him it was different from all the 
other Christmases because he could look 
up at the big arc of green letters ar- 
ranged on the wall behind the tree and 
find meaning in them: ‘On Earth Peace, 
Good Will to Men.” Before, they had 
been just words. Now, with the whole 
world at peace and working to keep it, 
the Christmas promise meant some- 
thing. He had thought of that promise 
so much that he was sure there was one 
certain way to keep peace—for nations 
and peoples, even for neighbors and 
between children. That was 
what he wanted to make his 
message for the holidays. But 
whether he could express it 
well enough to win the prize, he 
did not know. Charlie Brewer 
had a stunt that everyone was 
sure to like. Charlie could whistle until it seemed 
that all the birds in the woodland had flown in 
through the window and were filling the room 
with music. Charlie’s stunt was good! 

The clapping stopped, and Miss Morgan called 
Charlie to the platform. 

Big and awkward, so afraid of his audience 
that his freckled face was redder than usual, 
Charlie wriggled out of his seat across the 
aisle. He glowered down on David. With his 
first glimpse of the catcher’s outfit, Charlie had 
wanted it so much that he had become ugly and 
watched all the other contestants suspiciously. 
Now he lumbered toward the platform, his 
shoulders hunched, his elbows crooked away 
from his body, looking as if he were ready to 
fight for it. 

Charlie’s jacket was patched. His boots were 
scuffed. His chapped hands were grimed with 
dirt. 

David thought: “I guess Charlie needs the 
prize worse than I do. But Ill not get a catcher’s 
set for years if I don’t win this one. Dad tries 
to buy me everything I want, but I'll not ask 
him for that much money. I guess Charlie can't 
want the prize any more than I do!” 

Charlie approached the platform at the side, 
as all the other pupils had done and as David, 
who was last on the program, would do. 

Charlie stopped at the platform. He bent, it 
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_ express it. 


seemed, to tie his boot. When he stood erect 
again, he was pale and short of breath. Lifting 
his foot high, he stepped over the end of the 
platform and faced the audience. He had often 
whistled for his classmates; but he had never 
whistled for so many people. He was so fright- 
ened that his eyes looked glassy. Even while he 
stood there, the color drained out of his face so 
that his freckles splotched it brown as a guinea’s 
egg. 

"Fie said in a gruff voice, “Ladies and gentle- 
men, classmates,” just as Miss Morgan had told 
him to do. Then he gulped. 

“TI ain’t no talker. I do things mostly. So I'm 
beginning. If’n anyone don’t know what out of 
the Scriptures I'm meaning, I'll say, at the end.” 

He puckered his wind-roughened lips and be- 
gan to whistle. 

David marveled. Every time Charlie whistled 
David marveled. He brought the bird songs to 
them so true and sweet. David could feel the 
audience straining forward, listening. The oriole, 
the nightingale, the thrush, the lark warbled and 
trilled. They dropped their notes like gentle rain. 
They poured them forth in a flood of music. 
But David's enchantment was shattered by 
discord that rose in the back of the room. 

David swung about in his seat, hot with 
embarrassment. There sat his small dog, 
Bige, on his haunches, his front paws up- 
lifted, his nose pointed to the ceiling— 
howling! 

David froze to his seat, but his mind 
leaped to an explanation. Bige had been 
outside, waiting for him to go home. Bige 
had been cold. When the door opened for 
some late comer, the little fellow had 
squeezed in. As Bige got warm and 
Charlie’s bird songs shrilled keener and 
sweeter, some chord struck a deep chord 
in Bige’s sympathies, so he had to try to 


Laughter began to bubble in the audi- 
ence. Bige was ruining Charlie’s part of 
the program! If he kept on howling 
Charlie could not finish. Charlie already 
looked miserable. Any minute he would 
flounder and lose the prize! 

David slid out of his seat. 

“Wait,” whispered Chink. “Don’t you 
want that glove and mask?” 

“Not this way,” David answered grimly. 

Quietly he slipped through the crowd. 


With his hand under Bige’s collar, he led the 
little dog to the door and pushed him out, When 
he turned back, Charlie was still whistling, 
though his face was red again and sweat pricked 
out across his forehead. 

David waited until Charlie's last bird song 
ended before he went back to his seat. 

“If anyone don’t know what I’m doing,’ Char- 
lie blurted, ‘well, somewhere in the Scriptures it 
says as we do unto the least of these so we do 
unto Him; and another place it says He marks 
even the sparrow’s fall. I’m helping those little 
birds talk to you, The snow’s covering up their 
Christmas dinner, You'd oughtn’t to forget 
them.” 


Charlie hurried from the platform, stepping 
high over its edge. Almost running, he made 
for his seat; but when he reached David he hesi- 
tated. He had something to say to David, but he 
did not know how. 


“Step high when you go onto the platform,” 
he mumbled. “I made a trap. So you’d stumble 


Charlie Brewer leaned across the aisle and 
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sk 7 — WA NG 
A 
\ 
December 21 


cy ison 


YE 


and fall and be so hot and 
bothered you couldn’t talk and 
I'd win the prize, You got to 
step high to clear it.” 

David was so surprised at 
Charlie's warning that he hard- 
ly heard Miss Morgan intro- 
duce him; but he took Charlie’s 
advice and got safely onto the 
platform, stepping over the 
cord that Charlie had stretched 
in the shadows to trip him, 
when everyone thought Charlie 
was tying his boot. David tried 
to keep his mind on the mes- 
sage he wanted to give his 
friends, but all the time he kept 
thinking of Charlie and what 
had happened. 

When he had almost finished, 
he said earnestly: “The news- 
papers and magazines and even 
the books are using a new 
phrase, They keep saying ‘men 
of good will.’ It seems to me 
they’re trying to tell us that the 
more of us get to be people of 
good will the surer we are to 
have peace. No matter if we do 
all want money—or here at 
school want to get the best 
grades or to win prizes—if we 
have good will toward one an- 
other, we try our hardest, and 
whoever does the best wins. If 
we really have good will to- 
ward one another, we don’t 
cheat or fight so that we can 
take things that do not belong 
to us from someone else. If 
we're friendly, we don’t want to 
hurt anyone. When we have 
enough good will, we'll have 
peace. The Bible teaches us that 
we should have peace on earth 
and good will to men; and it 
seems to me that’s what it 
means.” 


David left the platform feel- 
ing embarrassed and lost. He 
had tried to tell his friends that 
the green letters on the arc 
behind the Christmas tree meant 
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Our Stamp Collectors 


HRISTMAS this year is an 
occasion more joyous than 
usual for us. We are all happy 
that hostilities have ceased 
throughout the world and that 
men can now practice the prin- 
ciples of love and brotherhood 
instead of hatred and war. 
Long before Jesus was born 
the prophet Isaiah said that one 
of the names given Him would 
be “Prince of Peace.” So it is es- 
pecially fitting that we rejoice 
on His birthday that we have 
peace again in the world. 
During the war years many 
hundreds of new stamps were 
issued by the warring nations. 
Some of them were special 
“propaganda” issues which con- 
tain designs illustrating war 
scenes, battles, tanks, guns, 
blazing aircraft, sinking ships, 
and so on. But not all the 
“propaganda” stamps were of 


By 
Roland Rexroth 


NICARAGUA CONFIA EN EL 
DE LA DEMUCRATIA 


this kind. Some of them af- 
firmed that men still had faith 
that the forces of right and jus- 
tice would be victorious in the 
world. 

One of the handsomest and 
most interesting groups of 
stamps of this kind was put 
out by our Central American 
neighbor Nicaragua in Decem- 


ber of 1943 to commemorate 
the second anniversary of the 
country’s declaration of war 
against the Axis nations. The 
Spanish inscription on the 
stamp that we illustrate means 
“Nicaragua has faith in the tri- 
umph of democracy.” The de- 
sign shows the flags of the 
United Nations mounted on the 
earth, and in the triangle above 
them part of the Nicaraguan 
coat of arms, the whole being 
upheld by the letter V for Vic- 
tory. 

Now that Nicaragua’s faith 
has been justified and victory 
and peace are ours, let us all be 
very thankful that boys and 
girls all over the world can 
learn to be happy again. Let us 
be glad that they can grow 
up to be good citizens, with 
love in their hearts for God and 
for all men, their brothers. 


that they should multiply the 
good will they had for their 
friends so that they would have 
a kindly feeling for all the peo- 
ple in the world. But he felt 
that he had failed. 

He sank dejectedly into his 
seat. 

He heard Miss Morgan say, 
“The judges will go into con- 
ference and let us know their 
decision as soon as they are 
ready.” 

He heard Chink say, “You 
told us, boy!” 

He saw the judges leave the 
room and come back almost at 
once. He heard one of them 
announce: “Because of the ex- 
cellence of two of the numbers 
on the program, we are unable 


to decide between them for first 
place. So the prize is to be 
divided—half to Charlie Brewer 
and half to David Harrison. 
You two boys, we believe, have 
enough good will to say who 
shall have the mit and who the 
mask, We leave the division to 
you, and we congratulate you 
on your straight thinking and 
splendid expression!” 

Charlie Brewer leaned across 
the aisle and whispered huskily, 
“You choose, Dave! If you 
hadn’t took that pooch out, I'd 
flopped. When I saw you do 
that, I wished I’d not tried to 
trip you. You got more good 
will than anyone I ever knowed. 
And I’m getting more’n I used 
to have!” 


To Bring You 
Christmas 


(Continued from page 7) 


hushed sweet voice, and before 
the startled man could answer 
the high clear voices of the chil- 
dren and the full rich voice of 
the soldier rang through the 
beautiful room and spilled out 
into the long hall and up and 
down the marble stairway, un- 
til all the bigness of the house 
was full of melody and friend- 
liness. 

At the end of the song, Mr. 
Greenlea came over and said, 
as if he had planned it all: 
‘“‘Now’s let’s have another one.” 
After the first few notes he 
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boomed away in a deep bass 
voice, and right in the middle he 
turned toward the door and mo- 
tioned to the servant who had 
let them in. With a look of as- 
tonishment the man came over 
and began to sing. And he could 
really sing, high notes, with 
extra runs and trills that tied 
it all together like a Christmas 
gift. 

“Why, Albert!” Mr. Green- 
lea exclaimed. “I didn’t know 
you had it in you.” 

“The same to you, sir,” Al- 
bert answered and everybody 
laughed. 

“Tell me how you happened 
to bring me Christmas?” Mr. 
Greenlea asked the children as 
the last note of the last carol 
drifted away. 

Joe told him all about Mom 
and Dad having to be away 
and Milt coming for the hot 
water, and how he and Rita de- 
cided to fix the tree and gifts 
and take Christmas to the 
strangers. From there on every- 
one told about naming David 
Noel, and how Mr. and Mrs. 
Olenski were just “undone,” 
and about the soldier's being 
gone. “That’s where I came in,” 
the soldier began, “and I was 
pretty low when I started up 
the walk. Christmas Eve and all 
alone.” His eyes got a faraway 
look and he shut himself away 
for an instant with his memo- 
ries. “Then these kids here 
flipped a switch and brought 
me Christmas. And how! It 
scares me when I think how 
near I missed it.” His thin face 
broadened into a grin. 

“And you came over here,” 
Mr. Greenlea took up the story, 
“and brought a lonely old man 
some Christmas too. Now it’s 
our turn, isn’t it Albert?” 

“What? Yes? Well, if you 
say so, sir.” Albert stammered 


Table Grace 
By Ida Tyson Wagner 


Now I fold my hands, 
Now I bow my head, 
And thank Thee, God, for 
Jesus 
And my Christmas bread. 


in amazement. 

“Since Rita and Joe need a 
father and mother and the Wat- 
sons need a stove, and the 
soldier needs a home, and I 
need a family for Christmas—I 
want all of you to come here for 
dinner tomorrow. There’s room 
for everyone, isn’t there Al- 
bert?” 

“Yes, plenty of room,” Al- 
bert actually smiled. “And, sir, 
since it is to be such a large 
affair, why not ask the others 
they mentioned. This David 
Noel and his parents and the 
Olenskis ?” 

“Fine, fine!” Mr. Greenlea 


‘smiled back. “We'll make it a 


day to remember.” And so they 
said good night. 

Mrs. Allen was there wait- 
ing when Joe and Rita got the 
shining tree back home again. 
Carefully they put it in the cor- 
ner and piled the packages un- 
derneath. 

For a long, happy moment 
they looked at the star shining 
from the topmost branch. Then 
with a deep sigh of content- 
ment Joe turned the switch. 


& 
If You Care Enough 


(Continued from page 15) 


them nicely. They climbed on. 

They were nearing the top 
when Phil heard the men’s 
voices above. They had gone 
through the opening on the 
other side of the hill and come 
around on top. 
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RACE pattern of 

, Star (3) on tracing 

paper, and transfer to 
3, ply bristol board. 

Cut out four stars. 

These are to be pasted 


Christmas Tree Ornament 


By Edith K. Forsyth 


| together for thickness. 
But before pasting 
them together insert a 
loop of colored string 
or ribbon at one point 
(3). When dry, trim 
> around the edges. With 
manicure emery board 
file until all edges are 
smooth and even. 
Paste a piece of red 


or blue construction pa- 
per on one side of the 
star. Cut surplus away ~ 
around the points (1) 
with the emery file trim 
paper off close to the 
_ edge of points with a 
_ downward stroke of the 
file, until all paper is 
trimmed off neat (2). 
Repeat the same process 
on the other side. 

_ Paste a Santa Claus 
_ seal in the middle of 
star on each side. 
Center evenly in each 


point a gold or silver 
| star to correspond to 


' the color of seal used. 


Fer sy TW 


_ “What goes on here?” Dad- 
dy asked. 
_ “Shiner got down the shaft. 
© Phil’s getting him out,” Tauty 
_ said, taking no credit at all for 
his part in the rescue. 
_ Daddy and Mr. Andrews 
took hold then and lifted the 
boys out. The bucket touched 
_ bottom and they took the rope 
off Shiner. Then they heard the 
full story. 
“It was simple enough,” Phil 
said. 
“Yes,” Daddy answered, ‘‘to 


a boy who thinks.” And he 
punched his big fist against 
Phil’s chin in that half-in-fun, 
half-in-earnest way of his. 

Tauty looked at the rope. 

“Huh! Better way to use a 
rope than walking on it,” he 
said. 

That night Daddy and Mom 
were both in Phil’s room when 
he went to bed. 

“Mother, you go tomorrow 
and tell Miss Hoyle what kind 
of a teacher we think she is,” 
Daddy said. 


“I will,” Mom said. Phil 
wished that he could tell Miss 
Hoyle what kind of a teacher 
he thought she was too. 

Then he started to say the 
prayer Mom had taught him. 
“God is my help in every need.” 
Daddy and Mom both joined 
in. 
At the end of the prayer 
Mom was looking at Phil hap- 
pily. “Of course you know 
where thoughts come from, 
Phil,” she said. 

“Sure!” Phil answered. 
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Dear Boosters: 


Your happy letters with their helpful suggestions pour over my 
desk so fast that it keeps me quite busy answering them. I have not been 
able to pass along all the good suggestions you have sent me, but I want to 
give you one this month that I think you will all find very helpful. Many 
of you are writing to the boys and girls whose names are published in the 
pen-pal list, and some of you have been disappointed because your letters 
have not been answered. One of our California boosters, Joan Lilly, has 
sent in what she calls her “ten easy steps to writing a friendly letter to a 
pen pal.” Here they are: 

1. Tell them you found their name in the pen-pal list in WEE 
WIsDOM. 

2. Ask them how long they have taken WeE Wispom, and tell 
them how long you have taken it. 

3. Ask them what they look like and give a description of yourself. 
Also give them your age. You know theirs, but they do not know yours. 

4. Ask them if they have any sisters or brothers. Tell them some- 
thing about yours. 


5. Ask them what school they attend and what grade they are in. 
Then tell them something about your school. 

6. Ask them when their birthday is and give them the date of 
yours. 

7. Ask them if they have a hobby. Then tell them about yours. Also 
tell them about your other interests. 


8. Ask if they have any pets, and tell them about yours. 
9. Tell them you hope they will write you. 
10. Have your “complimentary close” sound friendly; as ‘‘Your 

n pal.” 

e Christmas season brings thoughts of peace and good will. We can 
help to bring peace and good will to the world by making friends with 
boys and girls in other lands. Perhaps Joan’s “ten steps” will help you to 
write letters that will bring interesting replies. 

May this Christmas be the happiest one you have ever known. 


new 


Secretary. 


Dear Secretary: Thank you very want to say thank-you to everyone 


much for the very welcome letter I 
received today. I am always look- 
ing forward to the next one. 

At school we decided to get up an 
American table. We were all to take 
anything that had come from Amer- 
ica, and I took my Wee WiIsDoM. 
It was a favorite with the girls and 
I am sure that at least thirty out of 
the thirty-six have now read them 
and are awaiting the next one. I 
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who helps to make the magazine. 
Every copy turned out is helping 
someone. Thank you very, ve 
much.—Doreen Blindell (Eng- 
land). 

R 


Dear Secretary: What would I do 
without WEE Wispom ? Often dur- 
ing my spare time, when I do not 
know what to do, I go to my room, 


and there is WEE WispoM. We 
always have a good time together. 

I have tried to keep the rules of 
the Good Words Booster Club even 
though I am not a member. I smile 
at most all the people I see down- 
town, and if they do not smile back 
I feel I haven’t done the right thing, 
so I ask God to help me do the 
right thing.—Joy Holz. 


Dear Secretary: 1 received your 
letter a couple of weeks ago and 
was very glad to get it. Of course I 
always am. 

I know The Prayer of Faith has 
helped me very much. When sew- 
ing, if anything went wrong, I 
would get angry and let Mother or 
someone else make the necessary 
corrections. On the last dress | 
made, I did something wrong, but I 
seyet it out and sewed it right. | 
didn’t even think of losing my 
r until afterwards; so I know 
has helped me to control my 
temper. 

I hope God will help me to make 
many new friends and enjoy high 
school.—Betty Hoopes. 


Dear Secretary: 1 have found The 
Prayer of Faith helps me in many 
ways, when I play and when I work. 

I get-a little tired when I mow 
the lawn, and I say, “God is my 
strength; unfailing, quick,” and | 
can keep on mowing. When I am 
playing tag and the one who is “‘it” 
is real close to me I say, “God is my 
strength, unfailing, quick,” and | 
can run faster. When I play hide- 
and-seek and I am real far away 
from the base and real tired, I say, 
“God is my strength, unfailing, 
quick.” —Raymond Schrckengast. 
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Dear Secretary: | want to tell you 
how The Prayer of Faith has helped 
me. Last Sunday morning our pian- 
ist was not at church because of 
illness. There was no one to play 
for the Sunday school and church 
but me, so I had to play. To tell 
the truth I was scared. I played and 
sang for the Sunday school. I did 
not know that I would have to 
play for the church. When I was 
told that, I thought of The Prayer 
of Faith. I said it over and over a 
few times, and then I felt better. 
Leontine Fields. 


Dear Secretary: 1 think being a 
Booster and having pen pals is 
gtand fun. I have just written to a 
new pen pal in Australia. 

The Prayer of Faith has helped 
me in so many ways that if I were to 
tell you about them all it would be 
like writing a book. I shall tell you 
of one of the ways it has helped 
me. I am taking swimming lessons, 
and at first I was afraid to do some 
of the things. I said The Prayer of 
Faith, and the next day I won a 
crest for diving.—Roberta Colling. 


Dear Secretary: 1 love to read 
your pet column very much, because 
I love animals. 

My ee is a horse, named Jim. 
He is brown and white. When I 
go out to the pasture he always 
comes to me and sniffs at my pocket 
for grain. When I bring him into 
his stall in the barn, I hold the 
halter up and he puts his nose in it, 
and then I fasten it. Jim works very 
hard. I bring in the cows with him. 
We harrow, rake, and cultivate with 
him. He is very smart and does 
many tricks, I like him, and he 
likes me.—Norma Wahl. 


THE 


God is my help in every 
need ; 

God does my every hunger 
feed; 

God walks beside me, guides 

my way 


| Through every moment of 


the day. 


Dear Secretary: | am trying to be 
a good member of the Booster 
Club. I am going to tell you how I 
got interested in the Club. I have 
taken Wee Wispom for about two 
years. I went to see a pen pal, and 
she told me how much fun it is to 
belong to the Booster Club and 
how The Prayer of Faith has helped 
her in many ways. I want to try to 
speak "pe words, be kind, and be 
a good member like her.—Corine 
Dahlin. 


Dear Secretary: 1 enjoy being a 
Booster very much. This month 
when I have gotten cross and said 
something mean, I have said The 
Prayer of Faith before I said any- 
thing more. 

The Prayer of Faith has always 
helped me in my schoolwork and 
with many other things. One day 
my little yellow dog, Chummy, went 
hunting. She was gone for several 
days. I said The Prayer of Faith, and 
Chummy came home.—Glenda 
Adams. 
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Dear Secretary: 1 find myself very 
busy these days. I live on a farm 
and have lots to do. But I still find 
time to write. Even when I forget 
to write I never forget The Prayer 
of Faith. It stays in my mind all the 
time. When I get angry, I just say 
The Prayer of Faith and it surely 
helps me.—Ruth E. Elve. 


READERS WHO WANT YOU 
TO WRITE TO THEM 


For the past few months we 
have been receiving many more 
requests to have names printed in 
this column than we have space 
for. For this reason we are limit- 


PRAYER OF FAITH xx 


I now am wise, I now am 


true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, 
too. 
All things I am, can do, and 
be, 


Through Christ, the Truth 
that is in me. 


ing the age to 13 years. If your 
name is not here select a pen pal 
from the list below. 


Carol Harper (11), Rte. 2, 
Box 358, Connellsville, Pa.; Anne 
C. Moffatt (7), 1205 Michigan 
Ave., Evanston, IIl.; Phyllis Kaiser 


(12), Waseca, Minn.; June Bates © 


(9), Dermott, Ark.; Beverly Stilke 
(11), Rte. 5, Bemidji, Minn.; Van- 
etta Langer (13), Rte. 3, Box 186, 
Mouston, Wis.; Janet Shand (10), 
2259 Holcomb, Detroit 14, Mich.; 
Anita L. Groves (12), 415 Hobart 
Pl. N. W., Washington 1, D. C.; 
Constance Lowell (12), 3219 
Warder St., Washington 10, D. C.; 
Valerie L. Swanson (12), Box 178, 
Rte. 1, Stone Ridge, N. Y.; Ann 
Fiedler (8), Rte. 1, Wiley, Colo.; 
Meredith Starkel (12), Edgar, 
Nebr.; Lillian Jean Register (11), 
508 Williams St., Waycross, Ga.; 
Barbara Hall (10), Kathryn Hall 
(13), 812 N. 4th St., Beatrice, 
Nebr.; Emily Sanders (9), Pine 
Bluff, Ark.; Katharine Mertz (10), 
36 South Main St., Nazareth, Pa.; 
Donald Dale (9), Box 74, Oak- 
wood, Ill.; Lois Johnson (8), 16 
Hyland Ave., East Greenwich, R. I.; 
Betty Billison (14), 28 Tower Hill, 
Ormskirk, Lancs., England; Frances 
Jean Muller (12), 714 South Wal- 
nut, Marysville, Mo.; Jaun Galla- 
gher (13), Rte. 13, Box 39-B, Cin- 
cinnati 30, Ohio; Lynn Todd (12), 
91 Daly Ave., Stratford, Ont., 
Canada; Eleanor Hermann (13), 
16060 Bringard Drive, Detroit 5, 
Mich.; Marilyn Mae Loper (12), 
1238 Division St., Webster City, 
Iowa; Joan Williams (11), Tobe, 
Colo.; Roberta Colling (1014), 196 
Cowan Ave., Toronto, Ont., Cana- 
da; Beverly Frost (12), 1208 E. 
Fillmore, Kirksville, Mo.; Janice 
Hiatt (12), Swayzee, Ind.; Calle 
Austria 2121, Santiago, Chile, S. 
America. 


God is my health, I can’t be 
sick; 

God is my strength, unfail- 
ing, quick; 

God is my all, I know no 
fear, 

Since God and love and 
Truth are here. 

—Hannah More Kobaus. 
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The Noel Sisters 
Candy and Cooky 
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BY TAYLOR KEITH 
Corn-Flake Kisses 


Y/ teaspoonful vanilla 

4, cupful sugar 14, teaspoonful almond extract 
14 teaspoonful salt 1 cupful corn flakes 

1/4, cupful chopped nutmeats 


1 egg white 


@ Beat egg white until stiff, add sugar and salt, and continue 
beating until meringue holds shape. Add flavorings. Fold slightly 
crushed corn flakes and chopped nutmeats into the meringue. Drop 
by teaspoonfuls in rows two inches apart onto a well-greased 
cooky sheet. Bake in a slow over (300°F.) for 25 minutes until 
the cookies are crisp and lightly browned. Remove from cookie 
sheet immediately and cool on rack. 


Brownies 


14 cupful shortening 
6 tablespoonfuls cocoa 
1 cupful sugar 

Y/, teaspoonful vanilla 


2 eggs 

34, cupful flour 

4 teaspoonful salt 

Y, cupful chopped nutmeats 


@ Melt shortening in large pan over low heat. Add cocoa and 
stir until smooth. Cool slightly and stir in sugar and vanilla. Add 
eggs and beat until well blended. Add nutmeats combined with 
sifted flour and salt to the mixture in the sauce pan. Mix well. 
Turn into greased and wax paper lined eight-by-eight-inch pan. 
Bake in a moderate oven (325°F.) for 25 minutes. Remove from 
oven; turn onto cake rack and pull off paper. When cool cut into 
squares. 


Divinity Candy 


2 cupfuls sugar 

1/4, cupful water 

1/ cupful corn syrup 
2 egg whites 


lf teaspoonful salt 

1/4 teaspoonful vanilla 

teaspoonful almond extract 
walnut halves 


@ Combine sugar, water, and syrup in saucepan. Heat, stirring 
only until sugar dissolves. Boil until hard ball forms when tested 
in cold water. Remove from stove and slowly add syrup to stiffly 
beaten egg whites, beating constantly. Beat until candy loses its 
gloss and starts to thicken. Add flavorings and drop by spoonfuls 
onto greased platter. Press a walnut half on top each piece. 


28 December 


For the week of December 2 


Within my heart new joys 
abound; 

For peace, once more, the 
world has found. 


For che week of December 9 


From every ill I now am free; 
For Christ the Truth is born in 
me. 


For che week of December 16 


Dear God, I pray that Christ- 
mas joy 
May come to every girl and 
boy. 
For the week of December 23 


My loving thoughts reach 
round the earth 
For Christmas marks the Sav- 
iour’s birth. 
For the week of December 30 


“Peace on the earth! Good 
will to men!” 
With joy I speak these words 
again. 
a 


David Becomes King 


(Continued from page 17) 


Lord said, ‘David shall be the 
shepherd to care for my people, 
and be captain over all Israel.’” 
So an agreement was made and 
David became king over all the 
twelve tribes. 

All Israel was in a state of un- 
rest. Many cities were in the 
hands of the enemy, and war 
threatened on all sides. David 
asked help of the Lord to re- 
store the kingdom. He built a 
new tabernacle, and brought the 
people together in worship. 


3 

CE 


And he did not forget his prom- 
ise to Saul and to Jonathan. He 
asked of his followers, “Are 
there any of the family of Saul 
left to whom I can show kind- 
ness?” 

He was told, “Jonathan left 
a boy who is now a grown man. 
He is a cripple, having received 
an injury when a child.” 

David sent for Jonathan's 
son. When he had come David 
told him: “I will love you as I 
loved your father, and as he 
loved me. I will give you the 
land that belonged to him, and 


-you shall sit at my table in the 


royal palace.” 

The wars with the Philistines 
continued, and David grew 
homesick and weary of fighting 
and camping in caves. He said 
to his men, ‘““There is a well be- 
side the gate at Bethlehem. 
How I wish that I could have a 
drink from it.” It was from this 
well that David had drawn 
water when he was a boy. 

Three of his men left the 
cave and went to Bethlehem, 
but their enemies there would 
not let them go near the gate. 
Brave men, the three then 
fought their way to the well, 
drew a jar of water, and then 
fought their way back through 
the guards. 


When they brought the water 
to David, his heart rejoiced. 
He knew how much these men 
must love him to have faced 
such great danger to get the wa- 
ter. “This water is precious,” 
he told them. “I will honor the 
Lord by giving it as an offer- 
ing.” With the men beside him, 
David poured the water on the 
ground as an offering to Jeho- 
vah. To honor God was first in 
David's heart. 

For forty years David 
reigned. After many wars his 
last few years as king were 


Gifts You Can Make 


By Joanne Dee 


H are gift ideas for Mother, Father, Little Sister, and 
the baby. 

A. Paste a bright-colored picture on a thin piece of smooth 
board or plywood. When dry saw the board into odd shapes and 
you have a jigsaw puzzle for Little Sister. 

B. The “tumble bird” for the baby is cut from plywood with a 
coping saw. Trace the bird pattern shown here and cut one piece. 
Then cut two extra rockers from a circle 314, inches across. (See 
picture.) Glue or screw an extra rocker to each side of the bird. 
Enamel the toy in bright colors and outline eyes, bill, wings, and 
tail in black. 

C. Mother would like something to help her keep all the 
grocery bills in order. Cut out an apple shape from wood. (See 
C.) Then drive a long nail up through it and paint the apple red. 

D. Draw a star on wood and cut it out. Drive a nail through 
it and paint the star. Now Father can file his bills. 


spent in peace and rest. During 
the time of his reign David 
laid up great riches in gold and 
silver and brass and iron. He 
gathered material to build a 


temple that would be the most 
beautiful in all the land. 

But the Lord told him: “You 

have been a man of war, having 
(Turn to page 33) 
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S YOUR letters come to 
us telling us about your 
pets and the lessons you learn 
from them, as well as the things 
they learn from you, we are as- 
sured that you are expressing 
great love, patience, kindness, 
and understanding. If this were 
not true you could not get such 
ready response from your pets. 
You are truly God’s children 
and He is expressing His love, 
patience, and kindness through 
you. Keep up your good work 
and write us. Send your letters 
to Wee WispoM, 917 Tracy 
Ave., Kansas City 6, Mo. 


rat 


Dear Editor: 1 have a pet dog 
named Ginger. She is white, with 
tan ears, and is two years old. She 
barks when the doorbell rings, 
when the front gate opens, and 
when the postman or the milkman 
comes. She is a good watchdog. 

Ginger loves to eat, and likes 
me to share my ice cream and 
cake with her. She likes to bite on 
bones and to bury them. Cats are 
her pet peeve, and she enjoys chas- 
ing them. 


Sometimes Ginger and I play 
baseball. She is a Yankee and I am 
a Dodger. I throw the ball and run 
to get it. If Ginger gets the ball 
she runs and carries it in her 
mouth, and I try to get it from her. 
Together Ginger and I have a lot 
of fun.—Janice Narton. 

Dear Editor: | like the page about 
pets very much, and I would like to 
write about my pet. My sister and 
I have a kitten that is two months 
old. It is black, yellow, and white. 
It is mostly white. We call him 
Chester. One of the things Chester 
likes to do best is play with a ball. 
He pounces on it as if it were a 
mouse. We haven’t had Chester so 
long, but I think we have spoiled 
him. We are all very fond of 
Chester.—Catherine Robinson. 


Dear Editor: 1 want to write you 
about my pet, a pony called Cappy. 
He is gentle as a lamb. He wouldn’t 
think of hurting anyone. One thing 
about him is that he likes bread and 
almost any kind of fruit. He will 
come on the run when I call him. 
When I am riding him and I fall 
off, he will stop and wait for me to 
get back on.—Betty Anne Carlson. 


WEE WISDOM, 
917 Tracy, Kansas City 6, Mo. 


my friend. I inclose $1 to pay for it. 


Friend’s name 


USE THIS BLANK TO ORDER WEE WISDOM 


Please send a year’s subscription for WEE WISDOM as a gift to 


Street 


City 


My 


Street 


City 


State 


Please indicate postal zone number, if cities are so divided. 


December 


The Secret 


(Continued from page 10) 


indeed! (They pack dolls into 
boxes.) 

Fairy—How happy the child 
will be, and how grateful to you 
Brownie men! 

3d Brownie (helping to place 
boxes near the door at left)— 
Well, our work is finished. 

4th Brownie (with a sigh)— 
Yes, at last. Now let’s settle 
down to our well-earned rest. 

He starts to curl up on the 
floor. Others yawn and stretch. 

Fairy—Here, here! Not so 
fast, sleepyhead. (She touches 
the one on the floor with her 
wand.) You don’t want to miss 
the dance of the Doll Spirits, 
do you? 

5th Brownie (very wide 
awake )—No, indeed! It is the 
most colorful event of the sea- 
son. 

Fairy—They are on their way 
here now. (Looks off left.) 
Come, little ones! Come! This 
is the hour of the dance! 

The Doll Spirits skip in from 
the left, join hands, and dance 
about in a circle. After their 
dance they bow to all the 
Brownies. 

Doll Spirits—Thank you, 
kind sirs! Thank you for mak- 
ing us beautiful again! 

Fairy—Yes, thank you very 
kindly, friends! Each year at 
Christmas time you make the 
dolls very happy by giving them 
new life and beauty. As a sign 
of their appreciation, they come 
to dance for you. This year they 
have brought with them an 
added attraction, a very lovely 
solo dancer. Here she is now! 

Princess Annabelle runs on 
from left and dances about the 
stage. She wears a dress of gold 
and silver, with a crown upon 

(Please turn to page 34) 
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My China Elephant 
By Donald nese years) 
Ind. 


I have a china elephant 
Upon my window sill. 
Though he isn’t much to you, 
I love him and I always will. 


On his back there grows a plant; 
I water it each day. 

It’s growing bigger all the time; 
It looks both green and gay. 


Statue of Liberty 
By Betty June Sullivan (10 years) 
Mo. 

Statue of liberty, so straight and 
sturdy you stand! 

Lifting the torch high in your hands, 
you are an emblem, 

Yes, an emblem of freedom, truth, 
and justice. 

You stand as a guiding light with 
your hand lifted high. 

Keep lifting it high. We will help 
all we can; 

So stand straight and sturdy with the 
torch high in your hand. 


My Love 


E. Stevenson (8 years) 
ridge, Mass. 

I love my church, 

I love my home, 

I love my school and play. 

I thank the Lord for food we eat, 

And for my work each day. 


Q 


My Ups and Downs 
Diane Weeks (12 years) 
Portland, Oreg. 


Ice skating is the nicest of sports; 
And although it’s the best of fun, 


By Maril 


I just can’t do the twists and turns, 
Because I've just begun. 


a 


December 
By Dorothy Burns (10 years) 
Kingfisher, Okla. 


December is the best 
Month of the year, 

With snow and ice 
And Christmas cheer; 


With Santa who brings 
Us Christmas joys 
And fills our stockings 

With beautiful toys. 


a 


Christmas 
By Nanette Chapman (12 years) 
Tujunga, Calif. 


The stockings, all lined up in a 
row, J 
Hang on the mantle bright; 
And Santa with a beard like snow 
Goes flying through the night. 


He comes but once in every year 
With presents big and small 
To fill the world -with joy and 

cheer 
And happiness for all. 


& 


Daddy 
By Nancy Lou M 
y (9 years) 


My daddy is so far away; 
He is across the sea, 
I wish my daddy would come 
home; 
He means so much to me. 
If my daddy would come home 
From across the sea, 
I would be very glad, 
Glad as I can be. 


Winter Wonderland 
By Gail Corser (12 years) 
Chesaning, Mich. 


Winter's like a wonderland! 

Trees covered with bright snow 
stand. 

And where green grass used to be 

Snow now stands beneath the tree. 

Where the roses used to grow, 

Lies some bright and glistening 
snow. 


The place where picnickers used 


to go 
Is all covered with pretty white 
snow. 
Every place you go there’s snow; 
So I guess you understand 
Why winter's called a wonderland. 


My Little Fairy 
By Gretchen Fullerton (12 years) 
New Vienna, Ohio 


I saw a little fairy 
One morning just at dawn; 
She was wearing silver slippers 
While dancing on my lawn. 


She waved a silver wand 
Over her silky curls ; 
And around her neck 
She wore a string of pearls. 


Her dress was made of silver cob- 
webs, 
All so neatly fixed ; 
And on her head she wore some 


roses, 
With different colors mixed. 


She stayed but five little minutes, 
And then she danced away; 
But just as she left I heard her say, 

“I'll be back again some day.” 


No one else saw her, 

But I know. she was there; 
Maybe my little fairy 

Just doesn’t visit everywhere. 
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Winter 
By Eve Schneider (10 years) 
Santa Rosa, Calif. 


This December when it snows 
| And the icy-cold wind blows 
Up the mountains we will ride 
And for two weeks there abide. 


We will ski and snow men make 
| And skate on the frozen lake; 
| Also slide far down the hill, 

} At the bottom take a spill. 


It will be a lot of fun 
As we jump and play and run 
Till the sun’s behind the hill 

_ And everything is still. 


a 


The Little Snow Fairy 
By Isabel D. Downer (11 years) 
Glassboro, N. J. 


Out upon the campus 
Where the sun is shining bright, 
I saw a little fairy 
In the snow that fell last night. 
She had on jewels that glistened, 
That shone far and near. 
I hope she will come back again 
And visit me next year. 


R 


I Like Christmas Time 
By Margaret Ryan (12 years) 
Winnipeg, Man., Canada 


I like the feel of Christmas time; 
I like to walk the streets; 

I like to look in bakery shops, 
Where they keep all the sweets. 


I like the snow at Christmas time, 
Because it looks so white; 

It makes me think how long ago 
The Christ child was born at 


night. 


I like the lights at Christmas time; 
They make the town look jolly. 

I like to go out in the woods 
And gather Christmas holly. 


I always like the Christmas time, 
Because at dark each night 
| The Christmas lights go on in town; 
It’s such a pretty sight. 


_ I also like the Christmas time, 
Because the bells do chime; 

And now I'll say these words again, 
I like the Christmas time. 


The Frost 
By Lynn Williams (12 years) 
Oak Park, Ill. 
The frost is on the ground, 
And the world seems big and 
still; 
And when I look from my window 
I see frost upon my sill. 
The frost gives me a strange feel- 
in 
As when one is far away; 


But suddenly the sun comes out, 
And I am back to stay. 


My Dog 
By Garnett F. Brinkema 
(8 years) 
Amherst, Colo. 
My little dog Pug 
Has a very short nose, 
But he smells more 
Than I suppose. 


Ra 


Editor’s Note 


W hat to send us for these pages: 
Your own stories and poems. 
Please do not copy. 


When to send it: At least three 
months before the number it 
is to be used in. If your poem or 
story is for December, send it 
now. 

How to prepare it: Write plainly. 
Give name, a 
age. Inclose a note from a par- 
ent or teacher assuring us that 
the work is your own, not 
copied. Stories should not be 
longer than 256 words. 

Where to send it: Address your 
letter to Wee Wisdom Writ- 
ers’ Guild, 917 Tracy, Kansas 
City 6, Mo. 

Who can have his work pub- 
lished: Any reader under fif- 
teen years of age. 

We regret that we cannot re- 
turn unused contributions. 

We regret to announce that the 

m, “Oh, That Small Green 

Apple” which appeared in Sep- 

tember Wee Wisdom was not 

written by Van Deventer Brunson, 
as credited, but was written by 

Alicia Aspinwall and published 

in “Health Stories: Book Two.” 
Whenever work is found to 

have been copied correction must 
be made in this column. 


Visiting Grandma 
By Lorna Lyle (8 years) 
Guelph, Ont., Canada 
I have a pretty dolly; 
Her name is Sally Ann. 
My mother made some clothes for 
her, 

And a cover for her pram. 


I put her little bonnet on 

And pretty coat to match; 

I took her down to Grandma’s 
house 

And lifted up the latch. 


“Hello,” said Grandma, “How are 
you? 

And how is Sally Ann? 

Come in my dears,” she kindly 
said, 

And took me by the hand. 


We had a cup of tea with her 
And little cakes so grand. 

We love to go to Grandma's; 
She’s the finest in the land. 


R 


The Wind 
By Anne Schneider (10 years) 
Santa Rosa, Calif. 
On December nights it snows; 
The wind whistles and blows; 
Around the chimney bricks 
It tries its naughty tricks. 
By blowing at the door 
It gives a great big roar; 
By making windows shake 
It makes the whole house quake. 
At last the wind subsides, 
And in the north it hides. 
Everything is calm; 
It can do no more harm! 


R 
David Becomes King 


(Continued from page 29) 


fought many battles and shed 
much blood. My temple will be 
built by a man of peace. After 
you, your son Solomon will 
reign. He shall build the tem- 
ple. 

“But a promise will I give to 
you,” the Lord told David. 


“From the line of David will 


there rise a kingdom that shall 
last forever.” 

How God kept this promise 
we shall read in the next story. 
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The Secret 


(Continued from page 30) 


her head. All on stage applaud 
when she finishes her dance. 

Brownies (in chorus) Love- 
ly! Beautiful! Who is she? 
What is her name? 

Fairy—My friends, this is the 
spirit of Princess Annabelle! 

Brownies—Princess Anna- 
belle! 

Annabelle bows. 

1st Brownie—Of course! I 
thought I recognized her. But 
she is even lovelier than when I 
met her at your house, Christ- 
mas Fairy. 

Annabelle smiles, throws a 
kiss, and dances off left, fol- 
lowed by the Doll Spirits. 

2d Brownie—She looks noth- 
ing at all like she did a few 
moments ago when she came 
here with Little Girl. 

3d Brownie—With an arm 
and a leg off. 

4th. Brownie—And her wig 
and dress gone. 

Fairy—No, she is more beau- 
tiful now than she has ever been 
in all her life. Her little mis- 
tress holds her dearer than ever 
before. In the eyes of love, An- 
nabelle will always be the love- 
liest doll in the world. 

5th Brownie—Perhaps she 
realized that when she gave of 
herself so unselfishly for the 
sake of the crippled child’s 
doll. 

Fairy—Perhaps so, for she is 
wise beyond her years. She of- 
ten said to me: “Nothing done 
in the name of love is done in 
vain. A heart grows more beau- 
tiful with giving.” 

Brownies—“More beautiful 
tiful with giving.” 

1st Brownie—Why that is 
the secret of Christmas! 

Fairy—The secret of life, you 
mean! 
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Christmas Crackers 
By Lillian M. Horton 


1. Ata flower show, what is it 
that smells the most ? 

2. When is a ship lonely? 

3. What has four legs but only 
one foot? 

4. When is a candle put in a 
rage? 

5. Why are tall people lazier 
than short ones? 

6. Why is an empty purse al- 
ways the same? 

7. Why is a newsboy never 
cold? 

8. What letter in the alphabet 
goes all around England? 

9. Why is a man who grumbles 
like an overbaked loaf? 


fi 


Word Puzzle 
By Nettie M. George 


When you have found the 
meaning of the following state- 
ments and words, you will see 
that the letters of these four- 
letter words read the same 
whether read up and down or 
across. 

1. What boys like in winter. 

2. Entice. 

3. Ireland. 

4. To make an impression. 


Holiday Puzzle 
By Ollie James Robertson 


Of course everyone knows 
when Christmas, New Year's, 
and Thanksgiving Day comes. 
But do you know most of the 


other holidays we observe? 
Here are ten dates. Can you tell 
what holiday is connected with 
each one? 

June 14. 

May 30. 

July 4. 

October 12. 
Match 17. 
February 12. 
April 1. 

February 14. 
October 31. 
November 11. 
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A Ball to Guess 
By Alice Crowell Hoffman 


I am not made of rubber, 
I am not made of leather; 
Yet of every kind of ball 
I am quite the best of all 
For wintry weather. 
(Answers inside back cover) 
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Puzzling Christmas Stars 
By Alice Crowell Hoffman 


SK someone to build with 
toothpicks four squares, 
and put into them nine small 
stars (snipped from paper), an 
odd number of stars being in 
each square. If no one can do 
it show how it is done. First 
build three squares with tooth- 
picks. Then make a big square 
inclosing the three smaller ones. 
That makes four squares. Now 
put three stars in each of the 
smaller squares. You have built 
four squares with an odd num- 
ber of stars in each. , 
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What Martha Jane 
Finds 
(Continued from page 19) 

books and a sweater, a little 
doll bed. And out of the doll 
bed peeped two shining eyes. 
“A kitty—a live one!” she cried 
in surprise. 

She cuddled him close, she 
stroked his soft fur—she loved 
every inch of him, even his purr. 
And kitty’s bright eyes, looking 
up in her face, seemed to tell 
her he knew he was in the right 
place. 

"Twas the night after Christ- 
mas and Martha Jane Lee, with 
her toys and her kitten, sat 
under her tree; and the kitten, 
curled up like a ball in her lap, 
had just settled down for a nice 
cozy nap when Martha Jane 
gave his wee head a soft pat. 
“We belong to each other,” she 
said, “think of that! I’m so 
happy and thankful,” she said, 
to have you,” and kitty said 
me-ow, “me-you,” which of 
course meant 

“Me too.” 


Answers to Puzzles 
Christmas Crackers 
Your nose. 
When it wants a mate. 
A bed. 
When it flares up and is put out. 
Because they are longer in bed. 
Because you never find any 
change in it. 
7. Because selling newspapers 
keeps up the circulation. 
8. C (sea). 
9. Both are crusty. 
Word Puzzle 
1. Sled. 2. Lure. 3. Erin. 4. Dent. 


Holiday Puzzle 
1 Flag Day. 2. Memorial Day. 
3. Independence Day. 4. Columbus 
Day. 5. Saint Patrick’s Day. 6. 
Lincoln’s Birthday. 7. All Fool’s 
Day. 8. Saint Valentine’s Day. 9. 
Halloween. 10. Armistice Day. 


A Ball to Guess 
Snowball. 


cA Welcome Christmas Gift 
for Boy or Girl 


m All boys and girls love stories and especially adventure 

stories. JET’Ss ADVENTURES is a story of pioneer days 
in America, the days of covered wagons, of Indians, and 
of treks across trackless prairies. Together with twenty 
other families Jet and his family formed a caravan that set 
out to find a new home in the West. 

How this twelve-year-old boy learned to meet the dangers 
and emergencies of life in the open country; how he helped 
to build the new home in the midst of unknown dangers 
and primitive conditions are just a part of this intensely 
interesting story. 

What was the extra baggage that Jet took with him? 
What did Jet learn from the little Indian boy? What hap- 
pened when Jet’s friend fell in the wide, swift river? These 
and many other things make JET’s ADVENTURES exciting 
reading right to the last line. 

In case your children or your little friends have been 
reading the later stories about Jet and his sister in Wee 
Wisdom magazine, they will be doubly interested in know- 
ing just how Jet and his family found their first home and 
how they first learned to meet the challenges of the great 
open spaces of the West. 

Order now so that the children you want to remember at Christmas 
will find, under the Christmas tree, a copy of JET’s ADVENTURES 


wrapped in a holiday package with a lovely gift-announcement 
felder bearing your name as donor. 


Jet’s Adventures is $1 a copy. 


ORDER EARLY! 


And then please allow us about three weeks in which 
to fill your Christmas orders for Wee Wisdom and 
Jet’s Adventures. While the Christmas mail congestion 
sometimes causes delays, we will do our best to fill 
your orders promptly. We will appreciate your co- 
Operation in waiting patiently for our acknowledg- 
ment that your order has been completed. Thank you! 


WEE WISDOM, 917 TRACY, KANSAS CITY 6, MISSOURI 
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for Christmas 


Christmas was over. An air of happy dis- 
order filled the room. Toys and gifts were 
heaped beneath the gaily decorated tree, 
and crumpled tissue and tinsel cord lay 
scattered about the floor. 

Dad looked at Mother with a smile of 
satisfaction as they sat down to talk over 
the happy events of the day. 

“It has been a merry Christmas, 
Mother.” 

“Yes, the merriest one we’ve had for a 
long time. The weather was just right for 
Marty’s sled, and the children looked so 
happy coming in, with rosy cheeks and 
bright, happy eyes." 

“They enjoyed ev gift,” said Dad, 
“and I think they played with everyone. 
And we all enjo edghat wonderful dinner 
you cooked, her.” 

“T thi lke had as much fun as the 


917 
KANSAS CITY 6. MO. 


children,” said Mother teasingly. “I be- 
lieve they liked the train best of all be- 
cause you played with them all morning.” 
“No,” said Dad slowly. “You know 
what they liked best of all?” 
Mother shook her head slowly, waiting 
for Dad to speak. 
“They liked that little magazine Uncle 
Jack sent them, WEE WISDOM they 
call it. We read every story in it while 
you were cooking dinner. They really are 
splendid stories,” he chuckled. “I liked 
them myself.” 
“That’s fine,” said Mother. “It’s a year’s 
subscription you know, so there will be 
eleven more copies for them. It was 


thoughtful of Jack, wasn’t it? He knows © 


how our children love stories. He has sent 


them twelve gifts in one.” 


TRACY AVENUE 
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